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- Patri mihi Chariffimo 7. Y. 
Hxc parerga mea 
D. D.C. 9. 


On'meus agnoſcit Parnaſſi ſomnia Phzbus, 
N Neve Caballina Muſa Lavatuy aqui; 
Mznadis inſpirat fitientes Mente Portas, 

Ebria, nam nunquem Sobria Muſa furit. 
Sis Genitor mihi Phatbus, erit pro fonte Caballi 
Its, fm Vates Sobrius inde taws, 


F: Filias &c. 
Philomuſ 


To my moſt Hononred 
Schoolmaſter. 

Sir 
Ff like a Pythoniſt I from my Wicts 

May chance to ftart , vent Oracles by ficts, 
And (o be Poet dub'd, know I am bne 
Not born but made by inſpiration, 
For from Toar influence my Muſe begun, 
My lines the Paralelies of Tour Sun. 
And fince from the Pindarique Mountain Tou 
Deſcend, to lend Tour hand to-usbelow: 
Loe 'our Inferiour Orbs begig to move , 
And a& by the Intelligence ' of Tow Love, 
And though you can't expe& from Pigmey braines 
Witn's Garagantuas, Gigantique ſtrains, 
How'ere my Muſe (though firetch'd upon the Left 
Ofan Hyperbole, 's but a Nearoſpaſt 
Mou'd by Your Candours Myſterious wire ) 
Inſpired, though not with a Delphique fire , 
But a pure Veſtall lame, contends to raiſe 
Her note , vnto the Elah of Tour praiſe, 
If you accept theſe tendey ſpriggs, know (be. 
Will give To better at Maturity, 


Tours Oc, 
Philomuſwe. 


An Apology. 


H--: you not ſeen when Titans glorious ray 
Doth peep through th' Azure Welkin , and diſplay 
1t's Splendent luſtre, »ot alone to thoſe, 

Whoſe faces are more Painted then their cloaths, 
Nor yet to thoſe 5 who with Grandezza bear 
Their ſtately lookes above the Vulpar Sphear; 
Noe, no, the humble San deſcends to all, 
Glaneing with ſmiles upon the loweſt vale 3 
Even ſo our Sun, our true Apollo leaves 
Nene in Cimmerian miſts, to all he gives 

To be his Starres, and have from him their light: 
Leſt ſome ſhould ſet in a perpetuall night. 

Well then, tle ſhew my ſelfe to be his Son, 

His genuine Son , a boon companion 

Of the Aonian filters, though T ſee 

The Sun of Cenſure Levelling at me: 

Look how he forms his thoughts into a Cone, 
And ſmites me with the ſharpeſt end ? anon 

He carps, he bites, this quick-ey'd Bafiliſque 
What ere he ſees, wounds with an Aſteriſque: 
Hee'l fine, if ll not cleanſe what 1 have writt 
Which ſl'ews hee's but the Scavinger of Witt, 


To his ingenious Friend F. Y, 


Clive in ſo little room Thou haſt ſet forth 

Thy Mothers praiſe, and Her deſerved worth, 
Which requir d Volumes, Thee in rank wee'll put 
With him who wrote the liades in a Nut, 


W.C. Ge 


COL 
LYSLNNALEESASIOISSEL) 


A Poem 1a the Praiſe of the Univerſity 
of OXFORD, 


um !hum/ what is't, that doth impede my »ote 
Cauſing a ſwelling Squincy in my throat? 
Methinks my #7de- boar'd 31ſe might with her 
Drown Piftoll-Shott, yea a Granadas vojce, (noiſe 
But fince ſo many Pampblet bullets fly 
About mine ears, 'twill be-beſt Chivalry 
To fight it out, aud with a valiant pen 
Win Oxfords credit from Malignant men. 
Dear Mother, though unhallowed lips would ſtain 
with Satyrs flowing from a Wormwood brain 
Thy comely feature , with a Viperons ſtrife 
Gnawing thoſe bowels that did give them life; 
Although they ſully Thee, 'twill be their ſhame, 
Thy Honour, and immortalize thy fame, 
Though full- month'd Cymnicks be in Sent ſo hott. 
Each Black patch Calumny 's thy Beauty ſpot. 
The firſt mouth that Malign's thee is the Clown's, 
Whoſe tongues more thumb'd & ſullied, then the 
Or Pariſh-book.he ne'r doth ceaſe ro Tawn (Town's, 
And ſwallow Soleciſmes, as ſmooth as Brawn, 
He'd rather be a Page unto his Car , 
Or his Swines Guardian, then goe ſo far 
As toaTerſity, for none but Yools, 
Che ſwears wil ſend their Children unto 8rhools, 
More could I name whoſe Counterpoiſing tounees 
Spit words far'more corrupted then their lang, 
Bat fince 'tis not my ſcope to anſwer thoſe, 
Whoſe names Dorguixoted doe live in >+nfe, 


And 


(2) 
And neverknew that Poets only claim 
Mavgre the teeth of time, zternall fame, 
Then rouſe my 14ſe and with immortal lays 
Caroll unto theworld fam'd oxford's praiſe. 

Oxford! the Arſenall of Arts, the Muſes 
Sole iZaple, where Apollo onely uſes 
To Barter, where our balf-f1rv'd Poets buy 
Their ſoaring Pegaſ#, and mounted fly 
Up the Arian clhffs, the towring mount 
Doth make them giddy,'till th* Caſtalian fount 
Begins to reinſpire their ſpur-eall'd brains, 

And add new ſprrits tO their empty veins. 

In thee the Grave Logiciar doth commence 
Torant myſterious termes, and fuſtian ſence, 
While his Lines cragg'd, and hard to underſtand 
Doe far-more baffle then the DevilÞ's hand. 
Daring more wirh his three fork'd wrace of late, 
Then th' three neck'd Porter of th Infernall gate 
while his amazed Anditonrs ſuppoſe 
Some Demogorgon alwaysin the cloſe. 

From thee the Politician hath his books, 

The Hieroglyphtks of majeſtiq,, looks. 

Of thee Apollo his: mrelodions ſtrains, 

His dulced Anthems, ſugred Hymnes obtains, 
Tyeing with 44»ſ#93, ſweeter then the Sphear's 
Men madd with aſpiration by the ears, 

And leaſt injurious tongues fly-blow thy praiſe, 
Hewill Thee crown with never dying Bayes. 

Thou 0yles the Ryſtique's rourge,and on him ſhowrs 
In his Touth's April, and produceth flowrs 
Of party-coloured Retorigque , he talks 
On 8tilts, his {lippery tongue confus'dly walks, 
So he (whoſe tounge hide- bound before) in ſenſe 
Can prate, [mbelliſhed with eloquence, 


® 


Again 


(3) 


Again thou teacheſt Devioxs Toth to tread 
In YVertze's path, and-giv'{t them hands and head. 
Thou giv'{t them Heads, from whenceConceptions flow, 
High ſoaring thoughts and not Peſtantiq; low 
Thou giv'ſt them hands to hold Minerva's ſhield, 
From conquered Ignorance to gain the Fie/d. 

Wer't not for the. the 14ilk-ſopp-youth would nere 
_ Be woralliz'd nor would he ever bear 

His Father's} Royall ſtamp, nor would his age 
Admitt of Conncell, from the grave and ſage 

Although the Ruſt;que ſcornes, it is from thee 
He got the rates of right Oeconomy. 

Of Thee the Learned Gzlerrift obtains 
His knowledge in the Myſtery of the veins 
And zervs; of late his :k4ilt he ſo inhances 
By finding ont the blood's Meandring dancer, 
That he ol4 nature with Induſtrious pain 
Renews, makes aged Xſor young again. 

The Art of ##mbring doth confeſs that ſhee 
Endow'd was with the Goldem rule by thee. 

The ſkill'd Geometrician who ſurveighs 
With Curious eys the Continent and Seas 
Squares by thy rul:; 

He who at every riſe 

Waits on Night”s faireſt Queen with courting eyes, 
And who Inamorato-likedoth Honour 
And Homage pay to thoſe that wait upon her, 
To every pinck-ey'd Starrez who ſwears that he 
Will have noe Ariftreſs but a Caſſiope, 
Doth vow to ſacrifice to Thee each year 
The ſtalled Bull, ſnatch'd from his Hemiſphear® 
A Quarter of the Heverly Tupp, what's more; 
Hee'l add the Golden fleice, to quit the ſcore, 
Fhat ſtill is chalked in bis mind, He ows 


(4) 

To Thee , what rarities ſo er'e ho knows, 
In lieu of payment therefore will he ſet 
On-thy Head Ariadnes coronet, | 
Hee'l make the Zodiarck be thy golden chain, 
Aquarim4 vernall ſhpwrs upon Thee rain, o 
To make thy May more Pregnant, and thy ſtemm, _ 
Outgoe the Pearles in Flora's Diadenm. | 

The grave Divize , who doth the People ay. _ 
Bonarges-like with the Mo(aique Law 
Again a Bernabas, who doth-diſpenſe 
Sweet nwnico, of Chriſt intelligence, 
Inſpiring with pure Zeale th' amazed Sox, 
Making her lave her ſelf then fin mgre foul, 
Says 'tis his Debvoir, fore the i day 
Puts on her Mornings dreſs, for Thee to pray3 
* Great God, Immortall King ! caſt down an eye, 
* On Britains Fountaines, let them never dry 
© Let more eſpecially my Mothers Fountain, 
<< Bebaptiz'd Helicon in Sions Mountain, 
© Let it her Honour be textoll Thy fame, 
* [et all herpraiſc be ſtill ol ra ethy name. 

Loe now my Muſe.is Jaded, and my quill 

' Tired, beggsa Vacation, ſhe will 

No longer travell in Thy Praiſes Ocean, 
How'ere ſbee' ay Amer to the Devotion , 


Floreat #ternis Academia Noſtra Camanis. 
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To the Author. 


[ll none none commend Thee ? well bad 1 but been 
Born «t the brink of ſacred 
Or were the Muſes darling, or might 
An equall fherer in the Daphnean Tree ;; 
I would commend Thee, ſo that 1 wanldyaiſe 
An Alrar, and wonld offer to Thy praiſe © 
An Hecaromb- ef verſes, and my Pew ' 
If thou wert dead, heuld make Thee live agen, 


FINIS. 


